
The Princess and the Younger Son now 
were not far from the city gate. So they 
walked to the gate to see whether the Tower 
Clock was in sight. The Princess looked one 
way, and the Younger Son looked the other. 
At last they saw him striding along. 

“ Ready to go home ? ” said the Tower Clock. 

“ No, indeed,” the Princess replied, “ we ’re 
going back to read another story.” 

“ That ’s right,” said the Clock ; “ and I’d 
advise you to try the Chinese quarter.” 

“ Do they have a Chinese quarter here ? ” 
asked the Younger Son, in surprise. 

“ Certainly,” said the Tower Clock, pointing. 

The Princess and the Younger Son looked 
toward the quarter to which the Clock pointed. 


and saw quaint bamboo roofs, dragon-flags fly¬ 
ing, and great paper lanterns. Without an¬ 
other word they turned their steps that way, 
and soon found beneath their feet the story of 

Hop Wing and the Missing Treasure. 

During a certain reign in the Shin dynasty, 
a governor named Queng-te ruled over one 
of the Eastern Provinces. Governor Queng-te 
was a very clever fellow, and what is more, he 
knew it, and what is more yet, he wanted ev¬ 
ery one else to know it. One morning he felt 
so especially well pleased with himself that he 
issued a proclamation to this effect: To any 
person who should ask him a question that he 
could not answer correctly, he promised that 
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there should be paid a reward of a hundred 
strings of cash. 

This offer remained in force a whole year; 
but as Queng-te never had the least trouble in 
replying to the questions put to him, the money 
remained in his treasury. At the beginning of 
the second year he increased the amount of¬ 
fered to one thousand taels; and it seemed as 
if he might have promised a great deal more 
than that with perfect safety, for another 
twelvemonth went by, and still no one was 
sharp enough to win the reward. 

At this period there lived in one of the dis¬ 
tricts of the province a worthy scholar whose 
name was Hop Wing. He was a youth of 
good sense and great promise, having already 
passed his first examination with honor, and 
received his bachelor’s degree. But, unfortu¬ 
nately, he was very poor, and was forced to 
eke out a living by acting as secretary to the 
magistrate of the district — a man by the name 
of How-fu. This official was far from being 
a kind master; and Mr. Wing was obliged to 
work hard for miserably small pay. Moreover, 
although How-fu was niggardly enough with 
his money, he was quite the reverse with his 
fault-finding and abuse. Whenever he had a 
chance he would berate his poor secretary 
roundly, often for the most trifling cause, and 
sometimes for no cause whatever. The truth 
is that only by the merest good luck had 
How-fu passed through his examination and 
secured his present position, for which in real¬ 
ity he was not at all a fit person; and, knowing 
that Mr. Wing was a young man of merit and 
well liked in the district, he was jealous of him, 
and wanted to keep him crowded back in ob¬ 
scurity. In fact, he would not have been sorry 
for a chance to put him out of the way alto¬ 
gether. 

One day How-fu came to his secretary in 
a towering rage. He declared he had just 
missed from his treasury a bag containing the 
sum of one thousand taels. It had been in a 
certain place the night before, and now it was 
gone. No one but Mr. Wing knew where it 
had been put, consequently, it being no longer 
there, he must have stolen it. 

On hearing this charge the poor secretary 
was thunderstruck; but as soon as he could 
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find his voice he protested his innocence vehe¬ 
mently. To what purpose ? His words were 
merely wasted breath. The magistrate would 
not listen, and would hardly allow him an op¬ 
portunity to speak at all. 

“You thieving rascal!” he cried; “restore 
the treasure you have stolen, or you shall lose 
your head. I give you twenty-four hours to 
decide whether you will surrender the one or 
the other.” 

“ Alas I how am I to restore that which I 
have not ? ” exclaimed the unfortunate Mr. 
Wing. “ I know no more where your money 
is than does a child just bom.” 

“ Oh I then since you have forgotten where 
you have hidden it,” sneered his master, “ why 
do you not go and ask our wise governor about 
it ? No doubt His Excellency will tell you at 
once where it is; or even should he be unable 
to do so, he will present you, according to his 
promise, with the sum of one thousand taels. 
So in either case you will be in a position to 
make good what you have taken from me.” 

Although it grieved him sorely to be charged 
with a crime he had not committed, neverthe¬ 
less, seeing that he could not prove his inno¬ 
cence, Mr. Wing found some comfort in these 
last words of his cruel master. There seemed 
to lie a way out of the difficulty that was' well 
worth considering. 

“ Grant me the time to go to the capital and 
see the governor, and I will do what I can to 
save my head,” said he. 

“I give you a week’s grace,” replied the 
magistrate. “At the end of that time I must 
have either my taels or your worthless head. 
So remember,” he added grimly, “ it is head or 
taels with you.” 

The wicked How-fu could afford to joke, for 
he was very well aware—none better—where 
the missing bag lay; and as he was quite sure 
Governor Queng-te could not know anything 
about the matter, he confidently expected Hop 
Wing to bring back a thousand taels, which he 
would then add to his already large hoard. 

The next day, accompanied by a guard im¬ 
posed upon him by How-fu, the unhappy secre¬ 
tary started on his journey up to the capital 
city of the province. After three days he ar 
rived there safely, and was hastening to present 
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himself before the wise Queng-te, when a start¬ 
ling piece of news came to his ears. It seemed 
that on that very morning the governor, who 
now began to look on himself as the cleverest 
person in the empire, had again amended his 
proclamation so as to make it stand in eflfect as 
follows: 

“ Whoever shall ask His Excellency a ques¬ 
tion to which he cannot at once give 
the correct answer, shall be made a 
magistrate when the next vacancy 
shall occur in the province; but 
whoever shall try to do this, 
and shall fail, shall lose 
his head.” 

Certainly here 
was a great 
change in the 
state of affairs. 

As the case 
now rested, 
unhappy Mr. 

Wing’s life was 
worth little indeed. 

Suppose he should 
ask Queng-te about 
the lost treasure, 
what would be the 
result ? Either the 
governor could tell 
him where it was, 
and he must lose his 
head because his 
question would have 
been answered, or he 
could not tell him, 
and he must lose 
his head because he 
would have failed to 
restore the one thousand taels 
to his master. Thus, in either 
event, his head would shortly be 
where the treasure seemed to be — 
that is to say, missing. Is it strange, 
under the circumstances, that the luckless Mr. 
Wing knew not what to do? What could 
he do ? Fate had put before him a puzzle 
that he could not solve to save his life. One 
thing, however, was certain: he was no longer 
in a hurry to call on Governor Queng-te, for 


now nothing was to be gained by such a step, 
and everything was to be lost. 

Filled with despondency, he betook himself 
to an inn, where he hoped to get a much 
needed night’s rest, for his long journey had 
greatly fatigued him. But his mind was too 
full of his troubles to permit of his sleeping, 
and so, after tossing restlessly for some hours, 
he resolved to go out and get a breath 
of fresh air. Accordingly, he stepped 
carefully over his guard, who lay 
soundly sleeping by the door, and 
presently found his way to the 
street. Then he began to 
walk, and he walked so 
far that finally he came 
into a new part of the 
city, where he saw a 
number of people en¬ 
tering a gateway that 
led into a large pri¬ 
vate garden. As he 
stood looking on, he 
heard that it was a 
wedding - party, and 
among the guests he 
recognized his pretty 
cousin whose name 
was Ning Woo. She 
asked him if he would 
like to attend the 
wedding. On his ac¬ 
cepting her invitation, 
she conducted him 
through this gateway 
and into the house. 
After having passed 
through several fine 
rooms, they came into 
one that was larger 
and more magnificent 
than any Mr. Wing 
had seen hitherto. 
Here was gathered 
a numerous com¬ 
pany of ladies and 
gentlemen, all of 
whom appeared to 
be persons of con¬ 
sequence. Pres- 
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‘ SHE CONDUCTED HIM THROUGH 
THIS GATEWAY AND INTO THE 
HOUSE.” 
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ently the bride entered the apartment, attended 
by a dozen or more young girls, among whom 
was Miss Ning Woo. The groom being al¬ 
ready there, the party now sat down to the 
wedding-feast, at which the most exquisite 
meats and wines were served. The guests 
were in the liveliest spirits, as was quite natural, 
and merry jests and ripples of laughter were 
frequently heard, though all the while perfect 
good-breeding and decorum were maintained. 

By and by boiling water was brought in, and 
fragrant tea was handed about in cups of finest 
porcelain. Then a number of the young men 
and young girls arose, and, taking position on 
the floor, entertained the company by dancing 
several pleasing figures to the music of flageo¬ 
lets. Each dancer carried a gauze lantern in 
the shape of a water-lily or some other beauti¬ 
ful flower, and at the close of their dance each 
in a graceful manner offered a pretty little gift 
to some one of the spectators. Nobody was for¬ 
gotten in the distribution: Mr. Wing received a 
piece of sky-blue silk of fine texture, on which 
a picture had been painted. This was pre¬ 
sented to him by his cousin. Miss Ning. 

“ I beg you will do me the honor to accept 
this,” said she, with a charming smile. “ It is 
of my own handiwork. If you will hang it on 
the wall in your room to-night, I hope it may 
bring you good luck.” 

In due time, all the festivities being over, the 
assemblage broke up, and Mr. Wing was shown 
to the room where he was to pass the re¬ 
mainder of the night. There, recalling the ad¬ 
vice of Miss Ning, he hung the little painting 
on the wall. Then he lay down upon a sleep¬ 
ing-mat, and, forgetting all his tribulations, at 
once fell into a sound slumber. 

After a while he suddenly awoke, and at the 
same instant his eyes fixed themselves on Miss 
Ning’s gift. Strange to relate, the picture was 
growing larger. Indeed, it grew so rapidly 
that in a few moments it covered entirely the 
wall where it had been hung. In it were sev¬ 
eral human figures, now of life-size. One of 
them—that of an old priest—presently stepped 
out from its place, and thus addressed the as¬ 
tonished Mr. Wing: 

“ My son, I come to you in this manner that 
I may do you a service. I know of your diffi- 




HIS MAGIC SWORD HE HEWED AND HACKED AT THE 

dragon's claws.” 

culties, and I can put you in a way to extricate 
yourself from them. I have a brother who 
is far wiser and more powerful than I, and 
it is to him that I shall send you for aid. 
You cannot reach him without some peril, for 
there are always wicked demons abroad who 
try to prevent good actions firom being done. 
However, if you will follow my instructions, 
you will escape with nothing worse than a 
bad fright. Take this wooden sword, and 
use it freely in defending yourself. If you 
should be too sorely pressed, call upon my 
brother, Ten Shun by name, and he will send 
you relief.” 

Having spoken these words, the aged priest 
returned to the wall, and became again a part 
of the painting, which then quickly shrank to 
its original size. 

While Mr. Wing was regretting that he had 
not asked the old gentleman how he was to 
find his brother, he heard the watchman in the 
street beating midnight on his wooden gong. 
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This sound had hardly died away when there 
came a crashing of glass, and then a small bird, 
looking much like a bat, flew into the room, 
and settled down to the floor. It had no 
sooner alighted than it began to increase in size 
until, much to Mr. Wing’s alarm, it had become 
a full-fledged dragon, and began to vomit forth 
flame and smoke in a frightful manner. The 
fierce creature rushed upon the young man as 
if bent on his destruction, but the latter in¬ 
stinctively raised his wooden sword and warded 
off the attack. Finding itself thus baffled, the 
dragon retreated for a moment, then suddenly 
dashed down, and seizing Mr. Wing in its claws, 
flew away, carrying off a part of the house-roof 
on its back as it did so. 

Although considerably frightened, the young 
man did not lose all his courage. With his 
magic sword he hewed and hacked at the drag¬ 
on’s claws so vigorously that the creature 
shortly was forced to drop him to the ground. 
As soon as he touched earth he put his legs to 
good use by running away with all his might. 
Thereupon his enemy changed itself into a 
huge demon with four heads and eight legs, 
and started in hot pursuit. By dint of great 
exertion Mr. Wing succeeded in keeping the 
lead until he came to a river, which he was 
much puzzled to know how to cross. As the 
demon was close upon him, he had no other 
resort than to pronounce the name of Ten 
Shun, which he did in a loud voice. Imme¬ 
diately he was changed into a stone, and at the 
same moment his own shadow appeared on the 
opposite bank of the river. The demon, arriv¬ 
ing on the spot, saw the shadow and stupidly 
mistook it for the reality. Uttering a howl of 
rage, he caught up the stone that was Hop 
Wing and cast it across the river after the 
shadow that was not Hop W’ing. Thus did the 
young man reach the other bank, and once 
there, he was restored to his natural form. But 
the demon was not easily baffled. When he 
saw his intended victim making off, he changed 
himself into a dry leaf and was blown over the 
river after him. Alighting, he turned back into 
a demon and continued the chase. Mr. Wing 
now plunged into a dense wood, but ere long, 
being hard pressed, he again called upon Ten 
Shun for assistance. His call was answered, 
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and he became a thick mist which so obscured 
everything in the forest that for a few moments 
the demon was quite nonplussed to think where 
his prey could have escaped to. But he was 
by no means at the end of his resources yet. 
He changed himself into a roaring fire, and soon 
entirely dried up the mist. As Mr. Wing, in 
the form of vapor, rose toward the clouds 
he was transformed into a kite shaped like a 
dragon and really quite horrible to look upon. 
His enemy was nothing daunted, however, for 
he quickly grasped the string and pulled it in 
until he had the kite fast in his clutches. 

When Mr. Wing came back to his natural 
form, what was his alarm to find that the demon 
had hung him from the bough of a tree by a 
stout cord which was tied securely about his 



“ TUB OLD MAN TOOK FROM HIS CIRDLB A SMALL BAMBOO 
FIFE, AND BLEW INTO IT GENTLY.” 

neck! Yet, strange to say, although he was 
dangling helplessly with his feet at some dis¬ 
tance from the ground, the knot did not choke 
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him or cause him any serious discomfort Still 
the position was far from being pleasant, and so 
now for the third time he pronounced the name 
of Ten Shun. No immediate response came, 
but as soon as the demon — who evidently 
thought he had made an end of Hop Wing — 
had disappeared among the trees, the rope be¬ 
gan of itself to lengthen, so that in a few mo¬ 
ments the young man was standing on firm 
earth once more. A touch of the wooden 
sword released him from his hempen necktie, 
and he was again free. Just then he suddenly 
became aware that a venerable man stood be¬ 
fore him. 

“ Hop Wing,’’ said this person, “ you have 
called me, and I am here. You are in trouble, 
and as I think you deserving of aid, I shall 
help you.” 

Whereupon the old man, who was no other 
than Ten Shun, took from his girdle a small 
bamboo pipe and blew into it gently. In a 
moment a pill not much larger than a grain of 
rice dropped out. This he presented to Hop 
Wing, saying; 

“ Swallow this, and by its virtue knowledge 
shall be yours that will take you safely through 
aU difficulties and dangers.” 

Mr. Wing put the pill into his mouth, when 
straightway it seemed to slip down his throat 
of its own accord. Immediately all his cares 
and perplexities vanished; and when he turned 
to thank the old priest he had vanished also. 
Nor were these the only strange things that 
came to pass; for all of a sudden Mr. Wing 
seemed to awake as if from a dream, and on 
rubbing his eyes he perceived that he had been 
lying upon the hard ground on a hillside near a 
large fox-hole. Then he knew he had fallen 
in with some fox-people, one of whom had as¬ 
sumed the form of his cousin, and that they had 
befnended him.* 

Thanks to the priest’s pill, Mr. Wing now 
could see his course laid out before him plainly. 
With a light heart he made his way back to the 
inn, where he found his guard in a sad fright 
over his supposed escape. 

Having refreshed himself with some breakfast, 
he confidently set out to seek an audience with 
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the governor, who received him without too 
much delay. To him he made known the story 
of the missing treasure, and having done so, he 
concluded his address in these words : 

“ Your Excellency will realize therefore that 
I am in a most awkward dilemma. What I 
desire to ask is this — and I doubt not your 
Excellency will be able to give me a correct an¬ 
swer to my question: How am I to get out of 
my difficulty and yet save my life ? ” 

For the first time since issuing his famous 
proclamation Queng-te hesitated to reply to a 
questioner. In truth he was as much puzzled 
to save his credit as had been Hop Wing the 
day before to save his life. According to the 
terms of the proclamation, every questioner 
whom he answered correctly must forfeit his 
head; but in this case if the questioner lost his 
head, then his question would not have been 
correctly answered. Here was a state of things 
which, with all his cleverness, the governor had 
not foreseen. What reply should he make to 
Mr. Wing’s query ? The more he cogitated 
over this matter the more bewildering did it be¬ 
come. Finally, quite at a loss what else to do, 
he took refuge in an evasion. Assuming an air 
of great dignity and .unutterable wisdom, he 
said: 

“ Young man, your undeserved misfortunes 
touch me deeply; and as I should be loath to 
add to them by depriving you of your life, I 
shall consider your question as not asked. I 
strongly suspect that Magistrate How-fu has 
treated you with unmerited rigor, and I shall 
have his affairs looked into at once. Mean¬ 
while, you will remain under my especial pro¬ 
tection.” 

On investigation it was proved not only that 
How-fu had hidden away the bag of one thou¬ 
sand taels which he had accused his secretary 
of stealing, but that he had embezzled funds to 
a large amount. Accordingly he was put to 
death as a punishment for his wrong-doings; 
and Mr. Wing, who was quite worthy of the 
honor, was appointed to the vacant place. And 
thus was kept Governor’s Queng-te’s promise 
that whoever succeeded in puzzling him should 
be made a magistrate to fill the first vacancy. 


* ITiere is a superstition among the Chinese that foxes have the power of taking human shape at will, and are 
supernaturally gifted to work enchantments for the good or evil of ordinary mortals, as may suit their purposes. 
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